LETTERS
"Have a look at him and see if he's all right. The wife
writes now and then, but one can't make head or tail of
her letters."
With a bagful of letters and addresses, Lena changed
to the first goods train and went off.
While she was gone the days in the hospital train
dragged more slowly than ever.
It occurred to Olga Mikhailovna to make jam for the
wounded and dry some mushrooms. They went to the
woods with pails. Julia Dmitriyevna was troubled
whether Suprugov would go or not. She was delighted
when he asked:
"May I come with you?"
Put the question to her, not to Olga Mikhailovna and
Fama who were also preparing to go, but to her.
She was embarrassed at first when they started walking
together. She was not used to walking about in front of
everybody with the man she loved. Happily Fama came
with them and several nurses. Faina tied a yellow
turban round her head and dominated the conversation.
Throwing her head back she laughed, although there
was nothing to laugh at. Julia Dmitriyevna was silent
and the thought came to her that she, Julia Dmitriyevna,
had never in her life laughed as loudly as that. And she
could not produce small talk, her conversation was
always instructive and serious—maybe that was what
put off the men? Yes, men liked such women, brilliant
and noisy, who didn't hesitate to let fall doubtful little
jokes, and laughed, throwing back their heads and
filling out their necks. "What can I do if I am not made
that way?" ruminated the sensible Julia Dmitriyevna,
But she was annoyed that Faina had come with them.
In the woods the nurses dispersed on their own and
Faina, Suprugov and Julia Dmitriyevna remained
alone. Faina was the first to find the right mushroom
spot and she shouted to Suprugov to come and help her.
He was leaning against a fir-tree, smoking a hand-rolled
cigarette—and to Julia Dmitriyevna he seemed particu-
larly attractive at that moment—he appeared to be

